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advancing civilization was Preacher Smith, the town's first
minister of the gospel, who was killed by Indians while on the
way to deliver a sermon in Spearfish. And off to one side on Boot
Hill were at least fifty unmarked graves of adults, all probably
dead of violence. For killers and all-round bad men, Deadwood
was unrivalled, even by Tombstone.
In Deadwood I saw my first blanket Indians. From time to time
small parties of Sioux made their camps on a little flat below town,
where I could usually be found when not in school. The older men
interested me tremendously, maintaining a friendly but dignified
reserve and resembling in" no respect my dime novel savages.
Once they understood that I, too, was alien to my surroundings,
but, unlike themselves, was in a foreign land, they accepted my
small offerings of candy and cigarette tobacco in return for scraps
of personal and tribal information, as a fair exchange of courtesies.
As a rule the men were tall, spare, smooth-faced and bowlegged.
They had keen, heavy-lidded eyes, long black hair, and sharply
cut features, and were clad in cotton shirts, trousers, and buckskin
moccasins. In town they wore a red or blue blanket across their
shoulders.
The women were shorter, fatter and round-faced, with bright
black eyes and rather sullen lips, much less attractive than the
men. They dressed in long, loose cotton gowns and moccasins and
tied their long hair behind in a bushy queue.
Their skins were the colour of old copper and they smelled
strongly of smoke. Like all Indians, they believed in the curative
qualities of steam baths, prepared by pouring water over hot rocks
inside a tepee. They were apparently healthy, yet never bathed
for purposes of cleanliness. This struck me as an important
discovery to be passed on to my new Aunt Julia, but she remained
adamant in respect to my regular Saturday night routine.
To me the Indians looked harmless, but everyone feared they
were going on the warpath. Uncle Ike said the trouble started
when gold was first discovered in the Black Hills, which then
belonged to the Sioux. Prospectors swarmed in by thousands,
killed the Indians5 game, crowded them out of the country.
While the Indians were being driven into a reservation which
the Government had set aside for them, General Custer and his
entire command had been killed. This, of course, could not be
allowed to go unpunished, and there had followed fourteen years
of alternating war and peace. The Sioux were never reconciled to